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/THE RESTLESS SEX

1r

Watch for This Story in Motion Pictures.
““The Restless Sex,’”’ soon to be seen in all leading
motion picture theaters, is a Cosmopolitan Production,
released in a Paramount Arteraft picture.

$Copyright, 1817, 1815, by the lnurun-nl*

Magasine Company).
(Continued from Yesterday.)
Cleland Benlor gazed al the frall

€luster of frisia in silence.

Through the second floor hallway
landing, in the library beyond, the
boy could see his suilcase, and,
lying against it, his hockey stick.
Cleland SBenior's preoccupied glance
also, at intervals, reverted Lo Lhese
two significant ub]nta‘ FPresently
be got up and walked out into the
Uttle library, followed In silence by
Cleland Junior,

There was & very tall rlock
in that room, which had been made
by one of the Willards many years
before the elder Cleland's birth;
but it ticked now as aggressively
and bumptiously as though It were
brand new.

The father wandered about for a
while, perhaps with the vague idea
of finding a match for his clgar;
the son's clear gaze followed his
father's restless movements until
the clock struck the half hour.

“Father?"

“Yes, dear—yes, old chap?
with forced carelessness which de-
ceived neither,

“It's half past nine)”

“All right, Jim—and time you're
ready.”

“l hate to go back and leave you
all’ alone here!" broke out the boy
impulsively.

It was & moment of painful ten-
sion,

(Meland Senior did not reply; and
the boy, consclious of the emotion
which his voice had betrayed, and
suddenly shy about it, turned his
head amd gazed out into the back
yard.

Father and son still wore mourn-
Ing: the hlack garments made the
boy's hair and skin seem fairer
than they really were—as fair as
his dead mother's.

When Cleland Senior concluded
that he was able to gpeak in a per-

fertly casual and steady voice, he
said:

“Have vpou had a pretty good
holiday, Jim?"

“Fine father!"

“That's good. That's as it should
he. We've enjoved a pretty good
time together, my son; haven't
we?"

“Gireat! It was a dandy vaga-
tion!" 5

There came another silence, On

the boy's face lingered a slight ret-
rospective smile, as he mentally
reviewed the two weeks now end-

ing with the impending departure
‘for school. Certainly he had had
a splendid time. His father had

engineered all sorta of parties and
amusements for him- -sr-.hnnib%y
gatherings at the ice rink: lunch-
econs and little dances in their own
home, to whiech school comrades
and children of old friends were
bidden; trips to the Bronx, to the
Aquarium, to the Natural History
Museum; wonderful evenings at
home together.

The boy had gone wifh his father
tn see the “Wizard of 0z" to see
Nazimova In “The Comet”-—a doubt-
ful experiment, but in line with
theories of Cleland Senior—to see
“The Fall of Port Arthur” at the
Hippodrome; to hear Calve at the
Opera.

Together they had strolled on
Fifth Avenue, viewed the progress
of the new marble tower then he-
ing built on Madison Square, had
lunched together at Delmonico's,
dined at Sherry’s, motored through
all the parks, visited Governor's
Island and the Navy Yark—the lat-
ter rendezous somewhat empty of
interest since the great battle fleet
had started on its pacific voyage
around the globe.

Always they had been together
gince the doy returned from Saint
James mchool for the Christmas
holldays; and Cleland Senjor had
striven to fill every waking hour of
his son's day with something pleas-
ant to be remembered.

Always at breakfast he had read
aloud the items of interest—news
concerning President Roosevelt—
the boy's hero—and his administra-
tion; Governor Hughes and his ad-
ministration; the cumberous coming
of Mr. Taft from distant climes;
local squabbles concerning project-
ed subways. All that an intelligent
and growing boy ought to know
and begin to think about, Cleland
Senior read aloud at the breakfast
table—for this reason, and al=o to
fill in every minute with pleasant

interest lest the desr- grief, now
two years old, and yet forever
fresh, creep in between words and
threaten the silences between them
with sudden Lears.

But two years Is a long. long
time in the life of the young —in
the life of a fourteen-year-old boy;
and yet, the delicate shadow of his
mother still often dimmed for him
the sunny sparkle of the winter's
holiday It fell across his clear
Young eyes now, where he sal
thinking, and made them somber
und a deeper brown.

For he was golng back to board-
ing school; and old memories were
uneasi)y astir again; and Cleland
Senlor saw the shadaw on the boy's
face; understand; but now chose to
remain silent, not Intervening

Bo memory gently enveloped them
both, leaving them very still to-
gether, there In the library.

For the boy's mother had been
80 intimately assoclated with prep-
arations for returning to school in

those plessed days which already had

begun to seem distant and a little
unreal to Cleland Junijor-—so len
derly and vitally a part of them
that now, when the old ain, the
loneliness, the eternal desire
her was again possessing father and
son fm the imminence of familisr
departure, Cleland Senior let it come
to the boy, not caring to avert it,
Thinking of the same thing, both
sal gazing Into the back yard.
There was a cat on the whitewash-
ed fence, Lizzie, the laundress
probably the last of th:
old-time family laundresscs
barearmed in the ¢old,
damp clothing to the lines,
Irieh mouth full of wooden clothes-
ping, her parbolled arms steaming.

~atood

At length Cleland Senlor's glance
He
stared grimly
#hip
then

fell again upon the tall clock.
swallowed nothing,
at the painted dial where a
circumnavigated the sun,
squaring his big shoulders he rose
with decision,

The hoy got up too,

In the front hall they assisted
each other with overcoats; the lit-
tle, withered butler took the boy's

luggage down the brown-stone steps

to the car. A moment later father
and son were gpinning along Fifth
avenue toward Forty-second street,

Agr usual, this ordeal of departure
forced Jghn Cleland to an unnat-
ural, off-hand gaiety at the crisis,

as thoughithe parting amounted to

nothing.
“Going to be a good kid in schonl,
Jim?" he asked, casually humorous.
The boy nodded and smiled,
“That's right. And, Jim, stick to
vour Algebra, no matter how you

hate it. T hated it tno Go-
ing to get on your class hockey
eam?”

“I'l1 do my best.”

“Right. Try for the ball team, too.
And, Jim?"

“Yes, father?”

“You're all right =o far. You
know what's good and what's bad.”

“Yes, sir.”

“No matter what
can always come to me,
oughly understand that.”

“Yes. father.”

“You've never known what it Is
to be afraid of me, have you?"

The boy smiled broadly: said no.

“Never be afrald of me, Jim.
That's one thing 1 couldn’'t stand.
I'm always here. All I'm here on
earth for is you! Do you really
understand me?"’

“Yes, father.”

Red-capped porter, father and son
halted near the crowded train gate
inside the vast railroad station,

Cleland Senior said briskly:

“(Goodabye, old chap. See you at
Easter., Good luck! Send me any-
thing you write in the way of verses
and stories.”

Their clasped hands fell apart;
the boy went through the gate, fol-

happens, vou
You thor-

lowed by his porter andyby numer- .

ous respectable and neglible trav-
eling citizens, male and female,
bound for destinations doubtless In-
teresting to them. To John Cleland
they were merely mechanically
moving impedimenta. which ob-
scured the retreating figure of his
only son and irritated him to that
extent. And when the schoolboy cap
of that only son disappeared. en-
gulfed in the ¢rowd, John Cleland
went back to his car, back to his
empty, old-fashioned brownstone
house, seated himself in the library
that his wife had made lov: y, and
picked up the Times, which he had
not read aloud at breakfast,

{To Be Contlnued Tomorrow.) .,

for

race of

pinning
her

- -
¥

Two sizes—
10¢c and 15¢

o5

g2 ¥ °

PUDDIN

HILDREN love Puddine!
have all they want for dessert.
wholesome and delicious,

Let them
It's
Puddine is rich

and creamy-comes in a number of flavors,
molds quickly in all kinds of weather, Use
it for luscious cake and pie fillings, and ice
cream. A ¥5c¢ box serves 15 people,~—and
you can use as much or as little as you
need. Have it tonight with dinner.

; For sale at your jrocer’s

FRUIT PUDDINE 0,

Hoyle & Mariyn,

Raltimere, Md.

l.oeal Mepresentative,

Stewart Nidg., Washington, D, C,
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When Hearts Are Trumps

By Virginia Terhune Van de Water.

Author of Nation-Wide RNepulation and Writer of PFogular Neovrls

| Copyright, 1920, Star Company.
CHAPFTER XXVIIL

UT Wednesday morning’'s mail

B brought no letter from Rob-

ert Elliot for Barbara Palge.

Cynthia knew that it would not.
Had she not digsposed of an epistle
from this young man late last eve-
ning? KEven an ardent lover would
not write so soon again.

She was tired after the long drive
and picniec, and did not descend to
the breakfast-room as early as was
her custom. She and her niece ap-
peared beolw-stairs at the same
time.

“l am going Into the Kkitchen to
speak with Delia.,” the spinster re-
marked, *“Barbara, my dear, look
over the majl and put your uncle's
letters at his place.”

Barbara obeyed
with a smothered
pointment, turned to say good
morning to her uncle as he entered
the room.

When breakfast was over, and
she had finished her usual house-
hold tasks, she =slipped into her
hand-bag the letter she had written
last night, and went out to mail it
She had meant to drop it into the
post-box &t the corner, but she felt
a feverieh haste to get it off, =o
walked all the way down to the
post-office, where she deposited it
in the box for outof-town letters.

“When will something mailed now
for New York leave here?” she in-
quired of the clerk at the stamp-
window.

ecagerly, then,

The man glanced "at the clock.

“On the 11 o'clock he an-
swered.

She almost wished that she had
attached a special delivery stamp
to the envelope that Robert might
receive her megsage tonight. But
that would have been ridiculous, al-
though she wa# in a hurry to have
the worst.

Never mind. Her note would
reach him in the first mail tomor-
row morning.

A SAD LECTURE.

8he pictured to herself how he
would open and read it. She was
conscious of a pang of pity, {dr she
remembered with a painful vivid-
ness now he had looked an Saturday
evening when he told her that he

train,”

loved her. '
But a moment later she was re-
membering that he had not sent

her a line except a miserable post-
card, written, perhaps, on the train
on hia way to town, when he had
nothing else to occupy his time, And
he had concealed from her the fact
that he had lingered at Mary Cham-
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Short Stories.

when he
Jarbara

ber's home on Sunday,
might have been with her,
Paige?

He was A conscienceless flirt?
Well, if he flattered himself that he
had been making a fool of her she

would convinee him that it had
been only a flirtation on her part,
too!

She hated to have him suppose

that =he was the kind of girl who

would allow a man to kiss her, to
hold her in his arms—just for the
sake of flirting. IBut #he would
rather have him think that-—dis-
gusting as it was—than to believe
that he was hurting her, that she
had loved him when he had only
been amusing himself with her.
Yes—she would show Rim!

How? There was only one way

—and that was through John Bran-
don.

Anyhow, even if Robert had loved
her, she would have had to dismiss
him from her life. She owed it to

those who had supported her and
cared for her all these years. Her
duty was plain in any case. She
would not put her hand to the plow
and look back.

Her aunt met her in the hall as

s he entered the house.

“Where have you been, Barbara?'
she Inquired. *I did not know »you
were going out?”

“I only meant to go a little way
—as far as the corner—but then
went on farther.,” the girl evaded.

She looked tired, and Cynthia for-
bore to question her further. She
woyld not coerce her in insignifi-
cant matters,

“A box came for you just now,”

with a meaning smile. "I put it in
your room., 1 thought perhaps you
would rathier open it up there. It

is from the nicest man you know.,"
A GIFT FROM DRANDON.

The box was on the table near
her window, and Barbara closed her
door before removing the string
and cover, It was from the fash-
ionable florist of Summerfield, and
contained a huge bunch of English
vielets, The girl buried her' face
in their cool fragrance.

“Oh, how saweet they are!" she
whispered, “They actually kill the
scent of the honeysuckle as long
as I hold them very close like this
to my face.”

Her own words brought a sud-
den inspiration to her,

If #he thought only of Brandon,
and of hi: goodness* and kind acts,
dangerously sweet and distressing.
she might be able to banish the
memories of Robert that rusghed in
upon her consciousness so often.

She would try Oh, . yvea, she
would! For John Brandon was so
good, and =0 safe a person., There

war no slgn of Nirting or of change-
ableness in him

Under the violets in the box was
A note: -

“Dear Bab--Will you go for n
drive at 4 o'elock this afternoon? 1

know a beautiful road on which 1
would like to take yon —with your
consent.

“But—I mean this—Iif you would
rather not go, say so. Or If you
would rather have a drive this

evening—by moonlight—T will come
then. Send me a line by ghe mes-
senger who will eall at naon,
"Yours, JOHN BRANDON."
When.the messenger came, Bar-

bara handed him a note. It wan
short:

“Dear Mr. Brandon—T will be
ready at 4 o'clock I am tired of
moonlight Yours, BABR™

“I am going driving with Mr.
Rrandon and 4 o'clock,® aha told her

aunt and uncle at luncheon, “He
rent me pome violets, They are
very pratiy™

"How nice™ Migs Cynthla #x-
claimed. “You must wear them."”

Nut Barbara had already lapsed
into sllences
Te Be Continned.

THE PEACE CONFERENCE DAY RY
IPAY. By Charlea T. Thompson. New
York: Brentano's

One of the most important books
pdblished on the Peace Conference
i# this day by day account of the
proceedings, written by Charles
T. Thompson, superintendent of the

Assoclated Press foreign service,
Mr. Thompson evidently had ac-
cess  to much that went on
behind «closed @oors, so0 that

there js opportunity to weigh the
measure of the President's achleve-
ments by what he sought to do,
aud with a just estimate of the
difficulties he encountered.

Almost from the moment of his
landing in France, the ideallsm of
the FPresident clashed with the
cynical views of European diplo-
macy In his gpeech of welcome, M.
Poincare, President of France,

closed with these significlant words:

“Whatever precautions we may
take, nobody, alas, can assert that
we  shall save humanity forever
from further wars."

But the President had already as-
serted it, and made use of the same
idea in responding to M. Poincare's
welcome.  And just a little later
occurs this, indicative of the atti-
tude of Clemenceau, the French pre-

mier: “Clemenceau’'s sharp tongue
has been wagging quite freely
about Wilson's idealiem, and the

President is aware of it. It was
Clemenceau who said of the Presi-
dent's fourteen points, “"Even the
Bon Dieu got along with Ten Com-
mundments, "

On of the first concerns of the
FPresident was to commit Lloyd
George to the League of Nations.
Says Mr, Thompson:

“e & ® At the Downing Street
conference the President carried
the day for making the league the
paramount qguestion before the
Peace Conference, and he defi-
nitely comnutted the Eritish Prime
Minister to support of the project.
Bug to what Lloyd George commit-
ted the President in return for aec-
ceptance of the League, is another
question not yet disclosed.”

The secret treatles, made between
the European powers previous to
and during the war, were the cause
of much disturbance in discussion
of the territorial adjustments, The
principal of these treaties were those
between England, France, Russia
and Italy, covering the division of
land lying on the caat coast of the
Adriatic, and one between England
and France relatlive to Syria.  Just
how far the President was familiar
with these secrel treaties is not ap-
parent, but Colonel House, the
President’'s representative, must
have known of them, for all efforts
failed to get the United States Into
a position committing it to recogni-
tion of the secret treaty of London,

Along the lire of secret treaties,
here I8 a very significant paragraph
from Mr. Thompaon:

“A curious phase has developed
in the understanding or secret
treaty between Great DBritaln and
Japan by which Japan is to receive
all of the Pacific sland groups lying

north of the Equator, This glvens
Japan the Marshal, Caroline, and
Marlanne rouUDA, They lie Jjust

east of the Philippines, and appear
to be designed by nature as n great
strategie arc stretching around the
Philippines. Just why the United
Stntes should cloge ita eyves to such
an acquisition 1a not quite clear."

Mr, Thompson has much to say
in his book about the activities of
tha Japanese delogates to the con-
ference. Colonel Houge, in conver-
satlon with the author, ia quoted:

ve & & The Japanese were again
making an incessant campaign for
thelr equality amendment. They
had Just been In to see him, and he
hiad rent them te Hughes, of Aus
tralin, eraving that If they ecould
win over Hughes they could proba-
hly succeed in their amendment, a8
everyhody elea was favorable now
that it had been trimmed down Lo

an innocuous declaration of equali-
ty. Hughes is irreconcilable.”

Here is the author's comment on
the seating of the Japanese delega-
tion: *“It was conceded on all hands
that Japan had long occupied the
place of a great power, both politi-
cally and jn a military sense, but
Japan had never before entered the
couneil of the great powers on terms
of equality for the consideration
of Europe's internal questions and
possibly, later on, with a voice as
to America.”

And there s much food feor
thought in this paragraph, rela-
tive to the initial participation of
another country in the tangled af-
fairs of Europe:

“This Is the first time that Amer-
jea had taken the direction fn
councils of European powers on
affairs of a distinetly European
character. * * * This is distinct-
Iv flattermg to the personal pres-
tige of the President, but back of
the personal element ig the stern
prospect that the United States has
now definitely embarked in the di-
rection and leadership of European
internal questions."” How Europe
felt about us, is made clear in an
incident which took place before
the arrival in Europe of the Presi-
dent, At a conference between
Lloyd George, Clemenceau and Col-
onel Housge, the Kuropean satates-
men made it very plain that, the
war having been won, the time had
come for Burope to regulate its own
affairs, They were willing to con-
cede we had been of assistance in
winning the war, bput thought it
might be well if the United States
return to her traditional policy of
detachment from the internal af-
faira of Europe. Despite such com-
plications as were due to the in-
ternal disorders of Russia, the Ad-
riatic dispute, indemnities, and the
desire to partition the German co-
lonial pomsessions, the President
succeeded in having the covenant
adopted by the council. History
records many leagues, finely adjust-
ed balances of power of much
promise, but always a Brennus
cast his sword into the scale and
the resultant wars swept league or
alllance into occlusion. Whether
the League of Nations can succeed
where history records the failure of
the Holy Alliance of 1519, the Al-
liance of 1815, or the Three Em-
perors’ League, remains to be de-
termined.
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Saving Money in the Home;
Little Tricks For Women

in Household Economics
By Elizabeth Lattimer.

ing recipes for Times readers,
all of which have been tried
and found nol wanling. .
BEET SALAD.
two cups beels, diced;, one
one-half cup sliged
onion, finely

JUlT another bateh of tempt- ¢

Mix
cup potatoes,
celery and one small

ecut. BSeason with salt and pepper
and molsten with mayennals:
dressing. Arrange on rowp of let-
tuce Jeaves and garnish wilh

eliced hard bolled eggs.

CREAMED BALMON.

Pul contents of a can of salmon
into chopping bowl, add onion and
chop all together. Make a cream
white sauce, add salmon tuo this

Put in dish, zdd pepper sand =alt
and sprinkle bread crumbs over
top. Place 'Iin oven until browa
and serve.

A GOOD SUMMER DISH.

Soak small new potatoes (white),
using about wsix for each portion
Beoaur them with your “magic mit-
ten” (the cotton and wire woven
kind). This will remove the gkin
without waste, Roil them in salt
water, draln off and let steam off.
Arrange on warm platters and
pour heated eream, about one-half
pint for five servings, over the po-
tatoes. On the edge of the platter
arrange grated potcheese If the
cheege |8 not firm enough to he

grated, form into amall balls, s=alt
slightly and decorate with tiny
sprigs of green parsley. Sprinkle

finely minced parsley over the po-
tatoes and serve., Bread and but-
ter. tea and home-made cookics
complete the meal.

NUT GUMBLES.

Two cups flour, one cup Sugar,
two egge, one-half cup butler, one
cup English walnuts, cup
raisins, one teaspoon baking soda.

one

Dissolve moda by adding one lea-
spoon water, Mix Ingredients to-
gether. Break off small pieces of

the dough amnd pat to one-quarter
inch in thickness. Flace on a but-
tered pan and bake about ten min-
utes in a hot oven.

THIS LETTER WINS

TODAY'S ECONOMY PRIZE.
DEAR ELIZABETH LATTIMER:

I saw a very pretty bathing =suit
in a shop window the other day.
and so went in and priced it. Tt
was $15 and quite a little more
than I could afford to pay. But 1
looked it over and 1 immediately
concelved an idea of how T could
have one nearly like it for com-
paratively nothing.

I had at home an old navy blue
taffeta dress. It was made on
straight simple lines, and so could
be used without any material
change. The sleeves were worn and
also the bottom of the hem. Prac-
tically it was of no value as a
dress, but by cutting off the skirt
and taking the sleeves out it made
a fine bathing suit.

I cut the bottom In points and
crocheted around the edge of them
in red, also around the neck and
armhuoles. It being lonse fitting.
I crocheted a little red cord for
around the waist. The next time
I was downtown T bought a pair
of black sateen bloomers for a dol-
lar, to go with the suit, and it was
complete. To my opinion it was
just a= pretty as the one in the
shop window, and I had saved just
f14, M. W. HALL.,
Corner Sherrie pl and Manning =t.

Potomac Heights, D. C.

MONDAY'S PRIZE WAS
AWARDED TO THIS LETTER.
DEAR ELIZABETH LATTIMER:
My little boy, six years old, need-
ed a spring suit, and after looking
at suits in the stores, 1 found it
would be quite impossible to pav
the price they asked. So 1 hap-
pened to think of an old skirt T

had. I ripped it all apart, washed
with ivory ecap, and when not
quite dry ironmed it on the right

side, as I was going to make it up

p on the wrong side

It was & very
good plece of dark blue French
serge. | made a box-plaited norfolk
suit just the exact copy of one |
had seen in the stores. It looked w0
Kood after | had it done and wall
pressed that | was so proud of It
and showed It to my friends, and
they waould hardly believe 1 had
really made it. | made a buster
brown collar out of & small plece of
cannon cloth | had, wh.ch set off
the sull »0o much more So I nut
only saved §1, but many of them
Mre. . J, O'CONNELIL,
1083 H stireel northwest,

TUESDAY'S PRIZE WON

BY THIS WRITER.
Dear ¥lizabeth Lattimer:

1 will tell how 1 made a rsatin
skirt from the lining of a man's
long overcoat. After ripping it out,
I cleaned and pressed it. cut off the
lower edge as it looked worn |
used the two front pleces for the
side gores, placing the places that

were worn from rubbing of porkets
next to front seams. One piece. of
back lining | used for-front, the
other for back, 1 cut fancy pockels
from the tops of front lining having
the arm hole for opening of pockets

and this uvpening 1 Anished with
tops of lining from back 1 then
placed the pockets over the worn-

lonking plares, finished at waist
line with casing for three rows of
elastic, tn be worn with or without
helt. 1t looked so well that frionds
in D, . thaught 1 had bought it
ready made, the satin i of a bettar
qualjty than my daughter bought
for $2 a yard

! made a white crashmere dress
for my six-vear-old girl from a
baby coat by cutting a round yoke
from the cireular cape. 1 turned
the skirt part around using the
front piecea in the back, so the
seam would be down the back, join-
ed to yoke in box plaits, recut sleeve
and put cuffe on made from vyoke
piecea of coat. Trimmed in light
blue feather stitching and French
knot, it makesx a nice dress for
ecnnl days., She Is very proud of it
and several persons have asked her
where she got her pretty dress. The
two garments were made entirely
from discarded material, but saved
me several dollars,

MRS. JOHN DEWET,
Purcellville, Va.

Box 134

WEDNESDAY'S PRIZE OF LAST
WEEK GOES TO THIS LETTER.
DEAR ELIZABETH LATTIMER:
When recovering from a severe
Hinass thn a =trange part af the

city and desiring to have a little
serge dress cleaned and pressed and
too weak to hunt a cleaning estab-
lishment, I remarked to a friend
that if 1 was stri'»ns enough I'd
“tub it." She said, “'How would
vou do it? 1 told her 1 would
first brush it well, especially in the
plaits, then rip off the little satin
collar and cuffs and hang it in the
air while 1 washed and pressed
them, then I would take some
naphtha suds and clean the worst
spots, then make a suds of Lux,
only as hot as 1 could comfortably
bear my hand in, to wash it. Hav-
ing the plaits basted in, 1 would
waseh it like any other dress and
pressg it with a danp cloth. She
said iIf 1T would let her she would
like to try it, which she did suc-
cessfully, only charging me 50
cents, 1 told her 1 felt I owed her
more than that. She said: ‘No;
you have already paid me in giv-
ing me the ideas, for 1 wasghed a
white woolen coat suit and saved
me the price (£5) of having it
cleaned nnd pressed, and T wouldn't
have dared try it if T hadn’'t found
how easy it was to do yvoure'
Having a pair of high-heeled pat-
ent leather Oxfords and needing a
pair. of walking shoes, 1 took my
patent leather slippers to the shoe-
maker's and had the wooden heels
removed and leather Cuban heels
put on for $1.25. Now I have a
comfortable pair of nice-looking,
every-day shoes instead of a pair
that were not nice enough for dress
and made me too tired to walk in
then, and 1 saved more than a dol-

lar, because otherwise they would
have been discarded and I'd spent
more money for a new palr

MRS, P. B. WEEBSTER.

230 First street southeast.

the winning hand.

told by

“Im Calling the
Hand That’s In
Your Hat”

The stakes were high. Was “‘Wild Bill"" dozing? The
ut as he started to rake in the

suddenly covered the cheat with his .
hand that's in your hat.’’ But that’sonly one of the breathless momentsin

BUFFALO BILL’'S LIFE STORY

Buffalo Bill himself, the greatest scout of all times. The book is
crammed withthrills and excitement: Redskins! Cowboys Indvana! Scouts!
Pony Express Riders! Stage Coaches! Buffaloes! Wild West Shows!

And all in Buffalo Bill’s own book with N. C, Wyeth's vivid illustrations.
Man or boy, you can’t afford to miss this book of the real Wild West,

Get it today wherever books are sold, §3.00

osmopolitan Book (orporation

119 West 40th Streel, New York

poker ghark had
pot “*Wild Bl
n and shouted, *‘1I'm calling the




